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2.   PRAYER   FOR   A   REAL   DEATH

YY here order is all reversed death shrouds the breath

love had nursed:

This knife of all-taking death that is all in a life,
This laughed-off shrapnel shattering the breastwork

and vision, Christ's craft,
This guile of the small, momentous bullet smothered

in a smile,
This splinter splicing breath short in the rain of a

metal Winter,
This flowing of sound and shape to a mound unshaping,

unknowing,

Show form in deformity growing,
The tree of life and the stalk of death in graft.

Infant, come down; O give me my real death that I
may be washed in the font

For this death is a copper-smith's cloud, bombs'
smoke, and a woman's deceit,

The street in a man passing over the man in the street.

Fetch nails and a hammer and wood of a sycamore-
tree, storm-stayed,

To make good this last, lost boon machinery hastily
made

For noble Adam, unnaourned by these inattentive feet.

3.   THE  THREEFOLD   SHIELD

Victory enters with drum and trumpet, pomp and
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The defeated is prey to his monster, Andromeda

chained to "the crags.
Job in dust and ashes has a throne of bone and rags.